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P ROL OG U E. 


Written by Hzxxv FitLpinc, Eſq. 
HE tragic Muſe has long forgot to pleaſe 


With Shakeſpeare's nature, or with Fletcher's 
No p<ffion mou'd, thro" five long alt you fit, 
Cbarm d with the poet's language, or bis wit. 
Fine wo are ſaid, yo matter whence they fall; 
Each fingle charatter might ſpeak them all. 
But from this modern faſhionable way, 
To night aur or your leave to ray. 


[eaſe] 


The lover, tes; by pity all impart 

His tender paſſion to his fair-one's beart ? 

The breaſt which others anguiſh cannot mot) 
Was ne'er the ſeat of friendſhip, or of love. 


I. 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ä M E N. 


No fuftian held rages bere to-night ; 9 

—— fall, * a — 5 right : mY HOES Old Wir Mor. 

From lower life we draw our jcene's diftreſs : & FRY 1 „ A Young W1iLMoT. 

I not your equals move your pity 11 L I 5 * Ra. i: 2 Eus rTAcx. 

Virtue diftreſ in bumble Hate ſupport ; 2 | 2 C 77 * ky Randart. 

Wer think, ſbe never lives witbout the court. N {UNE oo | 
. robes belong, ESTES W OM E N. 


Find tho" our little age as yet be youtg. , 
Throw both your ſcorn and prejudice aſide, 
Let us with fawour, not contempt, be try d; 
Thro' the firſt adi a kind attention lend, 

The growing "apy force you to attend; 
Shall catch tbe eyes of every tender fair, 

And make them charm their levers with a tear. 


AGcnEs, Wife to Old Wilmot, 
CHaARrLoT. 
MARIA. 


Viſitors, Men and Women, 
SCENE, Pzxarx in Cornwall, 


This Tragedy was firſt acted at the Little Theatre in the Hay-market. 
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AC. T I. 
SCENE I. A Room in Wilmot's Houſe. 
| Old Wilmot alone. 
HE day is far advanc'd. The chearful ſun 
Purſues with vigour his repeated courſe: 
No labour leſſens, nor no time decays 
His ſtrength, or ſplendor : Evermore the ſame; 
From age to age his influence ſuſtains 
Dependent worlds, beſtows both life and motion 
On the dull maſs that forms their duſky orbs, _ 
Chears them with heat, and gilds them with his 
brightneſs, 
Yet man, of jarring elements compos'd, 
Who poſts from change to change, from the firſt 
Of his frail being to his diſſolution, [hour 
Enjoys the ſad prerogative aboye him, 
To think, and to be wretched ! — What is life 
To him that's born to die 
Or, what the wiſdom, whoſe perfection ends, 
In krowing, we know nothing 
Mere contradiction all! A tragic farce, 
Tedious tho' ſhort, elab'rate without art, 


Ridiculouſly ſad 
Enter Randal, 


Where haſt been, Randal? 

Ran, Not out of Penryn, Sir: but to the Strand, 
To hear what news from Falmouth ſince the ſtorm 
Of wind laſt night. 

Old Wil, It was a dreadful one. 

Ran. Some found it ſo. A noble ſhip from India 
Ent'ring the harbour, run upon a rock, 

And there was loſt. 

014 Wil. What 'came of thoſe on board her? 

Ran. Some few are ſav'd, but much the greater 
'Tis thavught, are periſh'd. part, 

0/4 Wil, They are paſt the fear 
O! future tempeſts, or a wreck on ſhores 
Thoſe who eſcap'd, are Riil expos'd to both. 

Ran. But I've heard news much ſtranger than 

this ſhipwreck. 
Here in Cornwall. The brave Sir Walter Raleigh, 
Being arriv'd at Plymouth from Guiana, 
A molt unhappy voyage! has been detray'd, 
By baſe Sir Lewis Stukely, his own kinſman, 
And feiz'd on by aa order from the court; 
And 'tis reported, he muſt loſe his head, 
To ſatisfy the Spaniards. 

Old Wil. Not unlikely: 
His martial genius does not ſuit the times. 
There's now no inſolence that Spain can offer, 
Bur, to the ſhame of this pacific reign, 

Poor England muſt ſubmit to, Gallant man! 
Poſterity perhaps may do thee Juſtice, 

And praife thy courage, learning, and integrity, 
When thou'rt paſt hearing. Thy ſucceſsful enemies 
Much ſooner paid, have their reward in hand, 

And know for what they labour d. Such events 
Mutt, gueftionleſs, excite all thinking men, 
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Without reward; ſo that account is balanced, 


Beneath the ruin they had help'd co make, 


To love and practiſe virtue! 


| That virtue ne'er appears ſo like itſelf, 3 
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Ran. Nay, tis certain 


So truly bright and great, as when oppreſt. 

Old Mil. I underſtand no riddles, Where's your 

miſtreſs? = 

Ran. I ſaw her paſs the High Street t'wards the 

minſter, ; 

Old Wil. She's gone to viſit Charlot. She dothy 
In the ſoft boſom of that gentle maid [ well, 
There dwells more goodneſs, than the rigid race 
Of moral pedants e er beliey'd, or taught, , 
With what amazing conſtancy and truth, : 
Doth ſhe ſuſtain the abſence of our ſon, [him 
Whom more than life ſhe loves! How ſhun far 
Whom we ſhall ne'er ſee more, the rich and great 
Who own her charms more than ſupply the want 
Of ſhining heaps, and ſigh to make her happy - h 
Since our misfortunes we have found no friend, \ 
None who regarded our diſtreſs, hut her; 

And ſhe, by what I have obſerved of late, 
Is tired, or exhauſted, Curſt condition 
To live a burden to one only friend, | Wo 
And blaſt our youth with our contagious woe. 
Who that had reaſon, ſoul, or ſenſe. would bear it 
A moment longer! Then this honeſt wretch!— | 
I muſt diſmiſs him—Why ſhould I detain | 
A grateful, gen'rous youth, to periſh with me? 

His ſervice may procure bim bread elſewhere, 

Tho? I have none to give bim.—Pr'ythee, Randal 
How long haſt thou been with me? | 

Ran. Fifteen years. a 
I was a very child when firſt you took me, | | 
To wait upon your fon, my dear young maſter. 1 
I oft have wiſh'd, I'd gone to India with him, {1 
Tho' you, deſponding, give him o'er for loſt, 
| Old Wilmot wipes bis eyes; 
I am to blame: this talk revives your ſorrow 
For his abſence, 

Old Wil. How can that be revived 
Which never died? 

Ran. The whole of my intent 
Was to confeſs your bounty, that ſupplied 
The loſs of both my parents: I] was long 
The obje& of your charitable care. [longer fince 

Old Wil. No more of that: Thou | ſerved me 
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Or rather I'm thy debtor. I remember, 
When poverty began to ſhow her face 
Within theſe walls, and all my other ſervants, 
Like pamper'd vermin from a falling houſe, 
Retreated with the plunder they had gain'd, 
And left me, too indulgent and remiſs x 
For fuch ungrateful wretches, to be cruſh'd ol 
That you, more good than wiſe, refus d to Jeave 
Ran. Nay, I beſeech you, Sir! | Ie. 
O Wil. With my diſtreſe, : | 


In perfect contradiction to the world, 
Az x 


ow all the recompence within my power, 
to diſcharge thee, Randal, from my hard 

[Unoprofitable ſervice.  * | 

- Rand. Heaven forbid! | 
Shall | forſake you in your worſt neceſſity ? 

Believe me, Sir! my boneſt ſoul abhors 

The barb'rous:thought. 

_ Ol Wil. What! canft thou feed on air? 
base not left wherewith to purchaſe food 
For one meal more. | 

Rand. Rather than leave you thus, 

J'li eg my bread, and live on others bounty 
While I ſerve you. | | 

Old Wil. Down, down, my ſwelling heart, 
Or burſt in ſilence. Tis thy cruel fate 
Inſults thee by his kindneſs —He is innocent 
Of all the pain it gives thee—Go thy ways: 

I will no more ſuppreſs thy youthful hopes 

Of riſing in the world. 

Rand. "Tis true I'm young, 

nd never try'd my fortune, or my genius, 
hich may perhaps find out ſome happy means, 
As yet unthought of, to ſupply your wants. 

Old Wil. Thou tortur'ſt me: 1 hate all obligations 
Which I can ne'er return—And who art thou, 
That I ſhou'd ſtoop to take em from thy hand! 
Care for thyſelf; but take no thought for me; 
I will not want thee—trouble me no more. 

Rand. Be not offended, Sir! and I will go. 

I ne'er repin'd at your commands before; 

But, Heaven's my witneſs! 1 obey you now 
With ftrong reluctance, and a heavy heart. 
Farewel, my worthy maſter ! 

Old Wil. Farewel--ſtay— 

As thou art yet a ftranger to the world, 

Of which, alas! I've had too much experience, 

I ſhou'd, methinks, before we part, beſtow 

A little counſel on thee—Dry thy eyes: 

If thou weep'ft thus, I ſhall proceed no farther. 

Doſt thou aſpire to greatneſs, or to wealths 3 
vit books and the unprofitable ſearch 

Of wiſdom there, and ſtudy human kind: 

No ſcience will avail thee without that; 

But that obtain'd, thou need'ſ not any other, 

This will inſtruct thee to conceal thy views, 

And wear the face of probity and honour, 

Till thou haſt gain'd thy end: which muſh be ever 

Thy own advantage, at that man's expence 

Who ſhall be weak enough to think thee honeſt. 
Rand. You mock me, ſure! 


No love; reſpect, and diligence, increas'd. 


[ Going. 


| 


Old Wil. I never was more ſerious. 1 
Rand. Why ſhould you counſel what you ſcorn'd 


to practiſe? [ ruin. 

Old Wil. Becauſe that fooliſh ſcorn has been my 
I've been an idiot, but would have thee wiſer, 
And treat mankind,as they would treat thee, Randal, 
As they deſerve, and I've been. treated by them; 
Thou'ſ ſeen by me, and thoſe who now deſpiſe me, 
How men of Lact fall, and beggars riſe ;. 

Shun my example; treaſure up my precepts ; 

The world's before thee: be a knave, and proſper, 

What, art thou dumb? [After a long pauſe. 
Rand. Amezement ties my tongue. 

Where are your former principles? 

Old Wil. No matter; : 
Suppoſe I have renounc'd em: I have paſſions, 
Andlove thee till ;ztherefore would have thee think 
The world is all a ſcene of deep deceit, 

And he who deals with mankind on the ſquare, 
Is his own bubble, and undoes bimſelf. [ Exit. 
Rand. Is this the man I thought ſo wiſe and juſt ? 
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Sure grief has made him frantic, or ſome fend 
Aſſum'd his ſhape: I ſhall ſuſpe& my ſenſes, 
High-minded he was ever, and improvident, 
But pitiful and generous to a fault, 
Pleaſure he lov'd, but honour was his idol. 

O fatal change! O horrid transformation ! 

So a majeſtic temple ſunk to ruin, 

Becomes the loathſome ſhelter and abode. 

Of lurking ſerpents, toade, and beaſts of prey; 
And ſcaly dragons hiſs, and lions roar, 

Where wiſdom taught, and muſic charm'd before, 


SCENE II. A Parleur in Charlot's Houſe. 


Enter Charlot and Maria. 
| Char. What terror and amazement muſt they feel 
Who die by ſhipwreck ! 
Mar. Tis a dreadful thought! 
Char. Aye; is it not, Maria? To deſcend, 
Living and conſcious, to the watry tomb! 
Alas) had we no ſorrows of our own, 
The frequent inſtances of others woe, 
Muſt give a gen'rous mind a world of pain, 
But you forget you promiſed me to ſing, 
Tho' chearfulneſs and I have long been ftrangers, 
Harmonious ſounds are ſtill delightful to me. 
There is in melody a ſecret charm | 
That flatters, while it adds to my diſquiet, 
And makes the deepeſt ſadneſs the moſt pleaſing, 
There's ſare no paſſion in the human ſoul, 
But finds it's food in muſick, I won d hear 
The ſong compos'd by that unhappy maid, 
Whoſe faithful lover ſcap'd a thouſand perils 
From rocks, and ſands, and the devouring deep; 
And after all, being arziv'd at home, 
Paſſing a narrow brook, was drowned there, 
And petiſhed in her ſight. 
Ma. Ceaſe, ceaſe, heart-eaſing tears; 
Adieu, you flatt'ring fears, 
Which ſeven long tedious years 
Taught me to bear. 
Tears are for lighter woes; 
Fear no ſuch, danger knows, 
As fate remorſeleſs ſhows, 
Endleſs deſpair, 
Dear cauſe of all my pain, 
On the wide ftormy main, 
Thou waſt preſerv'd in vain, 
Tho' ſtill ador'd; 
| Had'ſt thou died there unſeen, 
| My. blaſted eyes had been 
Sav'd from. the horrid'ſt ſcene ' 
h Maid eber deplor'd. 
{ Charlot finds a letter. 
Char. What's this? A letter ſupericrib'd to oe! 
None could convey it here but you, Maria. 
Ungen'rous, cruel maid! to uſe me thus! 
Tojoin with flatt'ring men to break my peace, 
And perſecute me to the laſt retreat! 
Ma. Why ſhould it break your peace, to hea? 
the ſighs 
Of honourable love, and know th' effects 
Of your reſiſtleſs charms ? This letter i.. 
Cbar. No matter whence; return it back unopen'd: 
I have no love, no charms but for my Wilmot, , 
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| Nor would have any. 


Ma. Strange infatuation ! 

Why ſhould you waſte the flower of your days 

In fruitleſs expeQation! Wilmot's dead; 

Or, living, dead to you. TH] 

; Char. Ill not deſpair: patience ſhall cheriſh hope; 


What teach and counſel me tobe a villain}. © 


. wrong his honour by unjuſt ſuſpicion- 
J know his truth, and will preſerve my owe 
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ut to prevent all future, vain, officious importunity, 
now, thou inceſſant foe of my repoſe, 

hether he ſleeps ſecure from mortal cares, 

In the deep boſom of the boiſt'rous main, 

Or, toſt with tempeſts, fill endures it's rage: 
Whether bis weary pilgrimage by land 

Has found an end, and he now reſts in peace 

In earth's cold womb, or wanders o'er ber face; 
Be it my lot to waſte, in pining grief, 

The remnant of my days for his known loſs, 

And live, as now, uncertain and in doubt: 

No ſecond choice ſhall violate my vows; {jur'd, 
High Heaven, which heard them and abhors the per- 
Can witneſs, they were made without reſerve: 
Never to be retracted, ne'er diflolv'd 

By accident or abſeac?, time or death. 

Ma.1 know, and long have known, my honeſt zeal 
To ſerve you gives offence - but be offended— 
This is no time for flatt'ry-— Did your vows 
Oblige you to ſupport his gloomy, proud, 
Impatient parents, to your utter ruin? 

You well may weep to think on what you've done. 
Char. I weep to think that I can do no more 
For their ſupport. What will become of em 

The hoary, helpleſs, miſerable pair ? 

Ma. Then all theſe tears, this forrow is for them? 

Char. Taught by afflitions, I have learn'd to bear 
Much greater ill than poverty, with rycpate 
When luxury and oftentation's baniſh'd 
The calls of nature ate but fes; and thoſe 
Theſe hands, not uſed to labour, may ſupply. 

But when I think on what my friends muſt ſuffer, 
My ſpirits fail, and I'm o'erwhelm'd with grief. 

Ma. What Iwou'd blame, you force me to admire, 
And mourn for you, as you lament for them, 
Your patience, conſtancy, and reſignation, 

Merit a better fate. 

Char. So pride would tell me, 

And vain ſelt- love, but I believe them not: 
And if by wanting pleaſure I have gain'd 
Humility, I'm richer for my loſs. 

Ma. You have the heavenly art ſtill to improve 
Your mind by all events——But here comes one, 
Whoſe pride ſeems to increaſe with her misfortunes, 

Enter Agnes. 
Her faded dreſs unfaſhionably fine, 
As ill conceals her poverty, as that 
Strain'd complaiſance her haughty, ſwelling heart. 
Tho' periſhing with want, ſo far from aſking, 
She ne'er receives a favour uncompell'd, 
And while ſke ruins, ſcorns to be oblig'd: 
She wants me gone, and I abhbor her ſight. [ Ex. Ma. 

Char. This viſit's kind. 

Ag. Few elſe would think it ſo: 

Thote who would once have thought themſelves 
much honour'd 

By the leaſt favour, tho* 'twere but a look 

I could have ſhewn them, now refuſe to ſee me. 

"Tis miſery enough to be reduc'd 

To the low level of the common herd, 

Who, born to beggary, envy all above them; 

But 'tis the curſe of curſes, to endure 

The infolent contempt of thoſe we (corn. 

Char. By ſcorning we provoke the m to contempt, 
And thus offend, and ſuffer in our turns: 

We muſt have patieace. 

Ag. No, I ſcorn them yet. 

But there's no end of ſuff ring? Who can * 
Their ſorrows are compleat ? My wretched huſband, 
Tited with our woes, and hopeleſs of relief, 
Grows fick of life, 

Char, May gracious Heaven ſupport him! 


Hg. And, urg'd by indignation age delair, 
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. Who prels'd with gager tranſpors to embrace ne. 


Would plunge into eternity at nge 
By foul ſelf-murder. His fix*d love E | 
Whom he would fain perſuade to ſhare his fate, 
And take the ſame, uncertain, ercadfut courſe, 
Alone witholds his hand. | | 
| Char. And may it eser! | 1 

Ag. I've known with him the two extremes of 1 
The highe# happineſs, and deepeſt woe, _ {lifes 4 
With all the (harp and bitter aggravations 12 
Of ſuch a vaſt tranſition— Such a fall : ay 
In the decline of life !—1 have as quick, G 
As exquiſite a ienſe of pain as he, 1 
And wou'd do any thing, but dies to end it; 
But there my courage fails. Death is the worlt 
That fate can bring, and cuts off every hope. 

Char, We muſt not chuſe, but ſtrĩve to bear our lot 
Without reproach, or guilt, By one raſh act 
Of deſperation, we may overthrow 
The merit we've been raifing all our days, 
And loſe our whole reward. And now, — j 
Now more than ever, we have cauſe to fear, ji 
And be upon our guard. The hand of Heaven 0 
Spreads clouds on clouds o'er our benighted heads, h 
And, wrapt in darkneſs, doubles our diſtreſs. . 1 
had, the night laſt paſt, repeated twice, | il 
A ſtrange and awful dream, 1 would net yield 1 
To fearful ſuperſtition, nor deſpiſe | 
The admonition of a frieadly power . 
That wiſh'd my good, | 

. I've certain plagues enough, 

Without the help of dreams, to make me wretched. 
Char, I wou'd not ſtake my happineſs or duty 
On their, uncertain credit, nor on-aught | 
But reaſon, and the known decrees of Heaven. ( 
Yet dreams have ſometimes ſhewn events to come, | 

And may excite to vigilance and care, 

In ſome important hour, when all our weakneſs \ 

| Shall be attack'd, and all our firength be needful, | 

To ſhun the gulph that gapes for our deſtruction, (s 

And fly from guilt and everlaſting ruin. 

My viſion may be ſuch, and ſent to warn us, 

(Now we are tried by multiply'd afflitions) 

To mark each metion of our ſwelliag hearts, 

Leſt we attempt to extricate ourſelves, 

And ſeek deliv'rance by forbidden ways— 

To keep our hopes and innocence entire, 

Till we're diſmiſs'd to join the happy dead 

In that bleſs'd world, where tranfitory pain 

And frail imperfeR virtue are rewarded, 

With endleſs pleaſure and conſummate joy z | 

Or Heaven relieves us here, | | 
Ag. Well, pray proceed; ; 

You've fais d my curiofity at leaſt, 
Char. Methought, I ſat, in a dark winter -s night, 1 

My garments thin, my head and boſom bare, | 

On the wide ſummit of a barren mountain; 

Defenceleſs and expos'd, in that high region, 

To all the cruel rigors of the ſeaſon. \ frame, 

The ſharp bleak winds pierc'd thro' my fhiv'ring 

And ftorms of hail, and fleet, and dri vir g rains, 

Beat with impetuous fury on my head, 

Drgach'd my chili'd limbs,” and pour'd a deluge | 

round me. q 

On one hand, ever gentle patience ſat, - 

On whoſe calm boſom I reclin'd my head, | 

And on the other, falent contemplation. 7 4 

At length, to my unclos'd and watchfel eyes, 

That long had roll'd in darknefs, andoft rais's 

Their chearlefs orbs towards the ftarleſs ſky, 

And ſought for light in vain, the dawn wag 


. 


And I beheld a man, an utter ſtranger, 


But of a graceful and exalted mien, 
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1 fhunn'd his arms, But at ſome words he ſpoke, 
Which I have now forgot, I turn'd again, 
But he was gone. And oh! tranſporting ſight ! 
Your ſon, my deareſt Wilmot! fill'd his place. 
Age If I regarded dreams, I ſhould expect 
Some fair event from yours: I have heard nothing 
That ſhould alarm you yet. | 
Char. But what's to come, 
Tho' more obſcure, is terrible indeed. 
Methought we parted ſoon, and when I ſought him, 
You and his father-—Y es, you both were there 
Strove to conceal him from me, I purſu'd 
You with my cries, and call'd on Heaven and earth 
To judge my wrongs, and force you to reveal 
Where you had hid my love, my life, my Wilmot! 
Ax. Unleſs you mean t'affront me, ſpare the reſt, 
"Tis juſt as likzely Wilmot ſhould return, 
As we become your foes. 
Char. Far be ſuch rudeneſs 
From Charlot's thoughts: but when I neard you 
Self- murder, it reviv'd the frightful image [name, 
Of ſuch a dreadful ſcene | 
+ You will perſiſt 
Char, Excuſe me: I have done. Being a dream, 
I thought, indeed, it cou'd not give offence. 
Not when the matter of it is offeuſive 
You cou'd not think ſo, had you thought at all. 
But 1 take nothing ill from thee, Adieu; 
I've tarried longer than I firſt intended, 
And my poor huſband mourns the while alone. 
[Exit Agnes. 
Char. She's gone abruptly, and I fear diſpleas d. 
The leaſt appearance of advice or caution, 
Sets her impatient temper in a flame, 
When grief, that well might humble, ſwells our 
And pride increaſing aggravates our grief, [price, 
The tempeſt muſt prevail till we are loſt. 
When Heaven, incens'd, proclaims unequal war 
Wich guilty earth, and ſends it's ſhafrs from far, 
No bolt deſcends to ſtrike, no flame to burn, 
The humble ſhrubs that in low valleys mourn ; 
While mountain pines, whoſe lofty heads aſpire 
To fan the ſtorm, and wave in fields of fire, 
And ftubborn oaks that yield not to it's force, 
Are burnt, o'erthrown, or ſhiver'd in it's courſe, 


SCENE III. TheTown and Port of Penryn, 
Enter Young Wilmot and Euſtace in Indian Habits. 
Yo. Wil. Welcome, my friend! to Penryn: 
Here we're ſafe. {ſea, 
Euft. Then we're deliver'd twice : firſt from the 
And then from men, who, more remorſeleſs, prey 
On ſhipwreck'd wretches, and who ſpoil and murder 
Whom fatal tempeſts and devouring waves, | 
In all their fury, ſpar'd. 
Yo. Wil. It is a ſcandal, 
(ON malice muſt acquit the better ſort) 
he rude unpoliſh'd people here in Cornwall 
Have long laid under, and with too much juſtice : 
Con'd our ſuperiors find ſome happy means 
To mend it, they would gain immortal honour. 
or tis an evil grown, almoſt jnvet'rate, 
d aſks a bold and ſkilful hand to cure, 
- Your treaſure's ſafe, I hope. 
Yo. Wil. Tis hete, thank Heaven ! 
Being in jewels, when 1 ſaw our danger, 
J hid it ia my boſom. 
Bop. I obſerved vou, 
And wonder how you could command yourthoughts, 
In ſuch a time of terror and confuſion. 
To. Wil. My thoughts were then at home. © 
England! England! . | 


Thos ſeat of plenty, liberty, ang health 


, 
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With tranſport I behold thy verdant fields, 
Thy lofty mountains rich with uſeful ore, 
Thy num'rous herds, thy flocks, and winding ſtrean 
After a lang and tedious abſence, Euſtace ! 
With what delight we breath our native air, 
And tread the genial ſoil that bore us firſt; 
"Tis ſaid, the world is ev'ry wiſe, man's country 
Yet after having view'd it's various nations, 
I'm weak enough ſtill to prefer my own, 

To all i've ſeen befide—You ſmile, my friend! 
And think, perhaps, tis inſtinct more than reaſon, 
Why, be it ſo: Inſtin& preceded reaſon 
Ev'n in the wiſeſt men, and may ſometimes 
Be much the better guide. 
I mutt confeſs, that even death itſelf - 
Appear'd to me with twice it's native horrors, 
When apprehended in a foreign land. 

Death is, no doubt, in ev'ry place the ſame; 
Yet obſervation muſt convince vs, moſt 

Who have it in their power, chufe to expire 
Where they firſt drew their breath. 


But be ir either, 


Ey. Believe me, Wilmot! 


To. Wil. O Euſtace ] Euſtace! 


Thou know ſt, for I've confeſs'd to thee, I love; 
But having never ſeen the charming maid, 
Thou canft not know the fiercenels of my flame. 
My hopes and fears, like the tempoſtuous ſeas 
That we have paſt, now mount-me to the ſkies, 
Now hurl me down from that ſtupendous height, 
And drive me to the centre. Did you know 
How much depends on this important hour, 
You would nat be ſurpriz'd to ſee me thus. 
The finking fortune of our ancient houſe, 
Which time and various accidents had wafted, 
Compell'd me young to leave my native country, 
My weeping parents, and my lovely Charlot, 
Who rul'd, and muſt for ever rule-my tate. 
How I've improv'd, by care and honeſt commerce, 
My little Rock, you are in part a witneſs. 

Tis now ſeven tedious years finee 1 et forth; 
And as th' uncertain courſe of my affairs 

Bore me from place to place, I quickiy loſt 
The means of correſponding with my friends. 
—0! ſhov'd my Charlot, doubtful of my truth, 
Or in deſpair ever to ſee me more, 
Have given herſelf to ſome more happy lover — 
DiftraQtion's inthe thought)—Orſhou'd my parents, 
Griev'd for my abſence, and oppreſt with want, 
Have ſunk beneath their burden and expir'd, 
While } too late was flying to relieve them; 
The end of all my long and weary travels, 
The hope that made ſucceſs itſ:1t a bleſling, 
Being cefeated and for ever loft, 

What were the riches ofthe world to me? 
Euſt. The wretch who ſears all that is poſſible, 
Mult ſuffer more than he who feels the wortt 
A man can feel, yet tives exempt from fear. 
A woman may be falſe, end friends art mortal 3 
And yet yout aged parents mey 
And your fair miſtreſs conſtant, 


J 
Ix 


be living, 


Ye. Wil. True, they may; 0 
doubt, uf Hyeipair not. Nog wy friend“! 


Your grave reflections were not what I ſaril'd at; 
I own their truth, That we're return'd to England 
Aﬀords me all the pleaſure you can feel 
Merely on that account; Yet I muſt think 
A warmer paſſion gives you all this tranſport. 
You have not wander'd, #nxious and impatient, 
From ciime to clime, ani compait ſea and land 
To purchaſe wealth, only to ſpend your days 
In idle pomp, and luxury at home; 

I know thee better; thou art brave and wiſe, 
And muſt have nobler aims. 


= 
*% 


My hopes are ſtrong and lively as my fears, 
And give me ſuch a proſpect of my happineſs, 
As natbiog but fruition can exceed: 
They tell me, Charlot is as true as fair, 
As good as wiſe, as paſſionate as chaſte; 
That ſhe wick fierce impatience, like my own, 
Laments our long and painful ſeparation 5 
That we ſhall meet never to part again 
That I ſhall ſee my parents, kiſs the tears 
from their pale hollow cheeks,chear their ſad hearts 
And drive that gaping phantom, meagre want, 
For ever from their board; their days to come 
Crown all with peace, with pleaſure and abundance; 
Receive their fond embraces and their bleſſings, 
And be a bleſſing to em. 
Euſt. Tis our weakueſs: 
Blind to events, we reaſon in the dark, 
And fondly apprebend what none e'er found, 
Or ever ſhall, pleaſure and pain unmixt; 
And flatter and torment ourſelves by turns, 
With what ſhall never be, 
Yo. Mil. I'Il go this inſtant 
To ſeek my Chatlot, and explore my fate. 
Euft. What, in that foreign habit! 
Te. Wil, That's a grifle, 
Not worth my thoughts. 
Fuft. The hardſhips you've endur'd, 
And your long ſtay beneath the burning zone, 
Where one eternal ſultry fummer reigns, 
Have marr'd the native hue of your complexion : 
Methinks you look more like a ſun-burnt Indian, 
Than a Briton. 
Yo. Wil. Well, 'tis no matter, Euſtace 3 
I hope my mind's not alter'd for the worſe, 
And for my outſide - But inform me, friend! 
When I may hope to ſee you. 
Euft. When you pleaſe ; 
You'l! find me at the inn [me there. 
Yo. W:l. When I have learn'd my doom, expe 
Till then, fate wel! 
Euft. Fare wel] Succeſs attend you! [Exit Buſt. 
Yo. Wil. We flatter and torment ourſelves, by 
turns, 
With what ſhall never be. Amazing folly! 
To many unavoidable calamities 
We ſtand expos'd, and there fore fondly labour 
Tincreaſe their number, and inforce their weight, 
By our fantaſtic hopes and groundleſs fears. 
For one ſevere diſtreſs impos'd by fate, 
What numbers doth tormenting fear create ! 
Deceiv'd by hope, Ixion like, we Fe ' 
Immortal joys, and ſeem to rival Jove; 
The cloud difſolv'd, impatient we complain, 
And pay for fancy'd bliſs, ſubſtantial pain. 


ACT u. 
SCENE I. Charlot's Houſe. 


Enter Charlot rboughrful; and ſoon after Maria 
from the other Side. 
Ma. ADAM, a ſtranger in a foreign habit 
Deſires to ſee you. 
Char, In a foreign habit 
'Tis ſtrange, and unexpected. But admit him, 
| [ Exit Maria. 
Who can this ranger be! I know no foreiguer 
Enter Young Wilmot, 
Nor any man 'ike this. 
T6 Mil. Ten thouſand joys! 
{ Going to en rgb. 
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Char. You are rude, Sir: Pray forbear; and let 
me know wr | 
What buſineſs brought you here, or leave the place. 


Yo. Wil. She knows me not, or will not ſeem ta 
| know me. [ Aſide, 
Perfidious maid! Am I forgot, or ſcorn'd ? 
Char. Strange queſtions from a man I never 
knew! | | 
Yo. Wil. With what averſion and contempt ſhe 
' views me! 


My fears are true; ſome other has her heart: 
She's loſt: My tatal ablence has uncone me. { Aſides 
O] cou'd thy Wilmot have forgot thee, Charloc ! 
Char. Ha! Wilmot! ſay! what do your words 
import? 
O, gentle ſtranger! caſe my ſwelling heart, q 
That elſe will burſt! Canit thou inform me aughty, 
What doſt thou know of W:lmot? 
Yo, Wil. This 1 know: 
When ell the winds of heaven ſeem'd to conſpire 
Againft the ſtormy main, and dreadful pe als 
Ot rattling thunder deafen'd ev'ry ear, 
And drown'd th' aftrighten'd mariners loud cries; 
When livid lightning ſpread it's ſulphurous flames 
Thro' all the dark horizon, and diſclos d 
The raging ſeas incens'd to bis deſtruction; 
When the good ſhip in which he was embark'd, 
Unable longer to ſupport the tempeſt, 
Broke, and 0'erwhelm'd by the impetuous ſurge, 
Sunk to the o0zy bottom of the deep, 
And left him ſtruggling with the warring waves; 
In that dread moment, in the jaws of death, [him, 
When his ſtrength fail'd, and ey'ry hope forfook 
And his laſt breath preis d row'res his trembling 
lips, | 
The neighbouring rocks, that echo'd to his moan, 
Return d no/founa atticulate bur——Chartot. 
Char. The fatal rempeit, whole deſcription ſtrikes 
The hearer with aſtoniſhment, is ceas'd ; 
And Wilmot is at ret; The hercer ſtorm 
Of ſwelling pathons that o'erwhelms the ſoul, 
And rages worle then the mad foaming ſeas, 
In which he periſh' d, ne er ſhall vex him more. 
Yo. Mil. Thou ſeem'ſt to think he's dead; en- 
joy that thought; 
Perſuade yourſelf that what you wiſh is true, 
And ttlumph in your falſhood. Ves, he's dead, 
You were his fate, The cruel winds and waves, 
That caſt him pale and breathleſs on the ſhore, 
Spared him far greater woes—to know his Charlot, 
Forgetting all her vows to him and Heaven, 
Had calt him from her thoughts Then, then he 
dicd; 
But never can have reſt, E'en now he wande 
A ſad, repining, diſcontented ghoſt, F 
The unſubſtantial ſhadow of himſelf, 
And pours his plaintive groans in thy deaf cars, 
An ſtalks, unſeen, before thee. 
Char, Lis enough; : 
Deteſted falſhood now has done it's worſt. 
And art thou dead? And would'ſt thou die, my 
Wiimort! 
For one thou thought'ſt unjuſt! Thou foul of truth4 
What muit be done? Which way ſhall I expreſs 
Unutterable woe! Or how convince 
Thy dear departed ſpitit of the love, 
Th' eternal love, and never-tailing faith 
Of thy much +njur'd, loſt, deſpairing Charlot? 
Yo. Wil. Be ſtill, my fluct'ring heart; hope nat 
too ſoon: | 
Perhaps 1 dream, and this is all illufion. 
Char, If, as ſome teach, the mind intuitive, 


Free from the narrow: bounds and laviſh ties 


el CURIOSITY. 


Oft fordi# earth, that eircumferibe it's power 
While it remains below, roving at large 

Can trace us to our moit concealed retreats 

See all we act, and read our very thoughts; 

To thee, O Wilnot! knetling 1 appeal. 

It eber 1 ſwerv'd in action, word, or thought, 

From the fevereſt conſtancy and truth, 

Or everwiſh'd to taſte a joy o earth 

That center'd not in thee, fince laſt we parted; 
May we ne er meet agen, but thy loud wrongs 
So ctofe the car of mercy to mv cries, 

That I may never fee theft b ight abodes 

Where troth and virtue only have admiſſion, 

And thou inbabit'ſt now. 

To. Wil. aſüſt me, Heaven! 1 
Preſerve my reaſon, memory, and ſenſe! 
moderate my fierce tomuſtuou joys, 

Or theirexcels will drive me to diſtr.ction. 

O Cha:toc! Charlat! lovely, virtuous maid! 
Can thy firm mine, in fpite of time and abſence, 
Remain unibak=n, and ſupport it's truth; 

And yet thy trailer memory recain 

No image, no id-a of thy lover? | 
Why do@ thou gaze fo wilaly? Lock on me; 
Turn thy dear eyes this way; obſerve me well, [bit, 
Have ſcorching eſimates, time, and this ſtrange ha- 
Se chang'd and fo diſguiſed thy faithful Wilmot, 
That nothing in my voice, my face, or mien, 
e tell my Charlot I am he? 

Aſter viewing bim ſome time, ſhe oaches 
res pF prey ber band 1 * then 
turning tewardi him, finks upon bis boſom. 

doſt thou weep? Why doſt thou trembie thus? 

Why doth thy panting heart and cautious touch 
Speak —_ but half convinc'd? Whence are thy 
5 To | 3 

Why art thou filent? Canſt thou doubt me ill? 

- Char. No, Wilmot! no; I'm blind with too 


much light: 5 
O'ercome with wonder, and oppreft with joy, 
"The trogygling paſſions barr'd the doors of ſpeech ; 
But ſpeech enlarg'd affords me no relief, 
This vaſt profuſion of extreme delight, 
Riſing at once, and burſting from deſpair, 
Defies the aid of words, and mocks deſcription. 
But far one forrow, one ſad ſcene of anguiſh, 
Tbat checks the ſwelling torrent of my joys, 
I gould not bear the tranſport. 
To. Wil. Let me know it: 
Give me my portion of thy ſorrow, Charlot! 
Let me partake thy grief, pr beac it for thee: 
Char. Alas! my Wilmot! theſe ſad tears are thine, 
They flow for thy misfortunes. Iam pierced 
With all the agonies of ſtrong compaſſion, 
With all the bitter anguiſh you muſt feel, 
When you ſhall hear your pareut —— 
N. Vl. Are no more. | 
Char, You apprehend me wrong. 
Yo. Wil, Perhaps I do, | 
Perhaps you mean to ſay, the greedy grave 
ſatisfy'd with one, and one is left 
o bleſs my longing eyes. But which, my Charlot ! 
And yet for bear to ſpeak, till I have thought. 
' Char. Nay, hear me, Wilmot! 
Yo. Wil. I perforce muſt hear thee. ; 
For I might think till death, and not determine, 
of two ſo dear which I could bear to loſe, [ fears: 
Char. AMi yourſelf no more with groundleſs 
Four parents both are living. Their diltceſs, 
The poverty to which they are reduced, 
Ta ſpight of my weak aid, was what! mourn'd : 
Aud that, in helpleſs age, to them whoſe youth 
Wat crawn'd with full proſperity, I fear 


Li 
. 


| 


Is worſe, much worſe, than death. 
Ya Wil, My joy's compleat! 
My parents living, and poſſeſs'd of thee. 
From this bleſt hour, the happieſt of my life, 
I'll date my reſt, My anxious hopes and fears, 
My weary travels, and my dangers paſt, 
Are now rewarded all; Now I rejoice 
in my ſucceſs, and count my riches gain. 
For know, my ſoul's beſt treaſure ! 1 have wealth 
Enough to glutie*en avarice itſelf; 
No more thi!l cruel want, or proud contempt, 
Oppreſs che finking ſpirits, or inſuit 
lhe hoary heads of thuſe who gave me being. 
Cbar. Tis now, Oriches, I concejve your worth; 
You are not baſe, nor can you be ſuperfluous, 
But w hen m'ſplac'd in baſe and ſordid hands. 
Fly, fy, my Wilmot! leave thy happy Charlot! 
Ihny tial piety, the fighs and tears 
Ot thy lamenting parents call thee hence. [age, 
A Te. Wl, | have a friend, the partner of my voy. 
Who, in the ſtorm laſt night, was ſhipwreck'd with 
me. 
Char. Shipwreck'd laſt night — 0 you immertil 
powers! 
What have you ſuffer'd! How was you preſerv'd! 
Yo. Wil. Let that, and all my other ſtrange eſczprs 


| And perilous adven: ures, be the theme 


Ot many a happy winter night to come. 
My preſent purpoſe was t'intreat my angel, 
To know this triend, this other better Wilmot, 
And come with him this evening to my father's: 
I'll ſend him to thee: 
Char. I conſent with pleaſure. 2s my joy! 
Yo. Wil. Heavens! what a night ! How hall ! 
My parents, yours, my friends, all will de mine, 


And mine, like water, air, or the free ſplendid ſun 


The undivided portion of you all. | ++, 

if ſuch the early hopes, the vernal bloom, 

Toe dint praſpe@ of my future bliſs, 

Then what the ruddy autumn What the fruit, 
The full poſſeſſion of thy heavenly charms! 
Phe tedious, cark, and ſtormy winter o'er, 

The hind that all it's pinching hardſhips bore, 
With tranſport ſees the weeks appointed bring 
The cheartul, promis'd, gay, delightful ſpring: 
The painted meadows, the harmonious woods, 
The gentle 3 phyrs, and unbridled floods, 

With all their charms, his raviſh'd thoughts employ 
But the rich#etveſt muſt compleat his joy. 


S CEN: E ay | RP Street in Penryn. 
4 Enter Randal, | 


Ran. Poor! poor! and friendlefs! whither ſhall 
1 wander, 

And to what point dire my views and hopes? 

A menial ſervant No- What ſhall I live, 

Here in this land of freedom live diſtinguiſh'd, 

And mark'd the willing ſlave of ſome proud ſub- 
ject ' " » 

To (well his uſeleſs train for broken fragments, 

The eold remains of his ſuperfluoug board 

| wou'd aſpire to ſomething more and better, 

Turn thy eyes then to the prolific ocean, 

Whole ſpacious boſom opens to thy view; 

There deathleſs honour, and unenvied wealth 

Have often crown'd the brave adventu:er'stoils, 

This is the native, unconteſted right, 

The fair inheritance of every Briton, 

That dares put in his claim My choice is made: 

A long farewel to Cornwall, and to England, 

If I return—But ſtay, what Rranger's this, 


Who, as he yiews me, ſeems to mend his pace? 


e: 


And leave me nothing to etpect hereafter. 


;  Exter Young Wilmot. 
Yo. M. Nan The dear companion of my 
yout — —„— a : 
Sure laviſh fortune means to give me all 
I could deſire or aſk, for this bleſt day, 


Ran. Your pardon, Sir! 1 know but vne on earth 
Cou'd properly ſalute me by the title 
You're pleas'd to give me; and I would not think 
That you are he—that you are Wilmot. 

To Wil. Why? 

Ran. Becauſe 1 cou'd not bear the diſappoint- 
Shou'd I be deceiv'd. {ment 

Yo. Wil. I atn pleas'd to hear it: 
Thy friendly fears better expreſs thy thoughts 
Than words could go. 

Ran. O Wilmot! O my maſter! 
Are you return'd ? 

To, Wil. | have not yet embrac'd 
My parents—I hall ſee you at my father's. 

Ran. No, I'm diſcharg'd from thence=-O Sir 

ſuch ruin 

Yo. Wil. I've heard it all, and haſten to relieve 
Sure Heaven hath bleſs d me to that very end! [ em: 
I've wealth enough ; nor ſhalt thou want a part. 

Ran, I have a part alrea yl am bieſt 
In your ſucceſs, and ſhare in all your joys. 

Yo. Wit. U doubt it not. But tell me, doft thou 
My parents not ſuſpecting my return, [think, 
That I may vifit them, and not be known ? 

Ran. Tis hard for me to judge. You are already) 
Grown ſo familiar to me, that I wonder 
I knew you not at firſt: Yet it may be; 

For you're much alter'd, and they think you dead. 

Yo. Wil. This is certain; Chartot beheld me long, 
And heard my loud reproaches and complaints, 
Without rememb'ring ſhe had ever ſeen me. 

My mind at eaſe grows wanton : I wou'd fain 
Refine on happineſs, Why may I not 

Indulge my curiofity, and t 

If it be poſſible by ſeeing . 

My patents as a ftranger, to improve 

Their pleaſure by ſurprize ? 

Ran. It may indeed 
Tauance your own, to ſee from what deſpair 
Your timely coming, and unhop'd ſucceſs, 

Have given you power to raiſe them. 

Yo. Wil, 1 remember, | 
Ler fince we learn'd together, you excell'd 
In writing fairly, and could imitate 
Whatever hand you ſaw with great exaQtneſs. 

Of this 'm not ſo abſolute a maſter. 

I therefore beg you'll write, in Charlot's name 
And character, a letter to my father; 

And recommend me, as a friend of her's, 

To his acquaintance. 

Ran, Sir, if you deſire it 
And YO! ——— 

Te. Wil. Nay, no oly-Rionz—"Twill ſave time, 
Moſt precious with me now. Fo: the deception, 
If doing what my Charlot will approve, 

"Cauſe done for me and with a good intent, 
Deſerves the name, I'll anſwer it myſelf, 

If this ſucceeds, 1 purpoſe to defet 

Diſcov'ring who 1 ami till Charlot comes, | 
And thou, and all who love me. Ev'ry friend 
Who witneſſes my happineſs to-night, 

Will, by partaking, multiply my joys. 

Ran. You grow luxurious in your mental plea- 
Cou'd 1 deny you aught, I would not write {fures: 
This letter. To ſay true, I ever thought 
Your boundleſs curiofity a weakneſs, 
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| Ran. Your pardon, Sir! 
[ only ſpeak in general: I'm ready 
T'obey your orders. | 
Ye. Wil. 1 am much thy debtor; 
But I ſhall find a time to quit thy kindneſs. 
O Randal ! but imagine to thyſelf 
The floods of tranſport, the fincere delight 
That all my friends will feel, when I Aldo 
To my aſtoniſh'd parents my return, 
And then confeſs that I have well contriv'd 
By giving others joy t'exalt my own. 
As pain and anguiſh, in a gen'rous mind, 
While kept Tonceal'd and to ourſelves confin'd; 
Want half their force; ſo pleaſure, when it flows | 
In torrents round us, more extatic grows. [ Exeunts 
SCENE III. A Room in Old Wilmot's Houſes 
Old Wilmot and Agnes. 

Ol Wit. Here, take this Seneca: this haughty 
Who governing the maſter of mankind, [pedant; 
And awing power imperial, prates of—patience; 
And praiſes poverty——poſſeſs'd of millions: 

— Sel! bim, and buy us bread. 

The vileſt copy of his book &'er purchas d, 

Will give us more relief in this diſtreſs, N 

Than all his boaſted precepts —Nay, no tears; 

Keep them to move compaſſion when you beg. 

Ag. bs heart may break, but never ſtobp to that. 

oh il. Nor would I live to ſee it—But diſ- 
patch. [ Exit Agaet. 

Where muſt I charge this length of miſery, 

That gathers force each moment as it rolls, 

And muſt at laſt o'erwheim me, but on hope: 

Vain, flattering, deluſive, groundleſs hope, 

A ſenſeleſs expectation of relief 

That has for years deceiv'd me ?— Had I thought 

As I do now, as wiſe men ever think, 

When firſt this hell of poverty o'ertook me, 

That power to die implies a tight to do it, 

And ſhou'd be us'd when life becomes a pain, 

What plagues had I prevented True, my wife 

Is ftiil a ſlave to prejudice and fear! —— 

1 would not leave my better part, the dear [| Weeph 

Faithful companion of my happier days, a 

To bear the weight of age and want alone. 

ul try once more 


Old Wil. Return'd, my life! fo ſoon— 

Ag. ' The unexpected coming of this ſtranger 

Prevents my going yet. 

To. Wil. You're, I preſume, 

The gentleman to whom this is directed. 

[ Gives a letter. 

What wild neglect, the token of deſpair, 

What indigence, what miſery appears 

In each diforder'd or disfurniſh'd room | 

Of this once gorgeous houſe ! What diſcontent, 

What anguiſh and confuſiun, fill the faces 

Ot it's dejected owners! [ Afde. 
Oid Wil. Having read the letter.] | 

— Sir, ſuch welcome 

As this poor houſe affords, you may command, 

Our ever friendly neighbour—once we hop'd 

T'have call'd fair Charlot by a dearer name 

But we have done with hope—l pray excuſe 

This incoherence—— We had once a ſon. ¶ Neepi. 
Ag. That you are come from that dear Virtuous 

maid, N 

Revives in us the mem'ry of a loſs, N 

Which tho' long ſince, we have not learn'd to bear. 
Yo. Wil. The joy to ſee them, and the bitter pain 

It is to ſee them thus, touches my ſoul 

With tenderneſs and grief, that will o'erflow. 


Ye Val. What canſt thou blame in this ? 


| My boſom heaves and ſwells, as it would burſty 
" | 


The ſcantieſt meal 


Enter Agnes, and after ber Young Wilmot. | 


„ 
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My bowels move, and my heart melts within me. * take the charge of it till I awake, 


——- hey know me not, and yet I ſhall, I fear, 


I ſhall not reſt the worſe, If I hou'd fleep- +» 


Defeat my purpoſe, and betray myſelf. [Afi Till I am afk'd for, as perhaps I may, 


Old Wil. The lady calls you here her valu'd friend; 
Enough, tho' nothing more ſhould be imply'd, 
To recommend you to our beſt eſteem 
A worthleſs acquifition | May the 
Some hat better may expreſs her kindneſs. 
But ſhe, perhaps, bath purpos'd to enrich 
You with Rerſelf, and end her fruitleſs forrow 
For one whom death alone can juſtify 
For leaving her ſo long. If it be ſo, 
May you repair his loſs, and be to Charlot 
A ſecond, happier Wilmot! Partial nature, 
Who only favours youth, as feeble age 

ſere not her offspring, or below her care, 
Has ſeal'd our doom: No ſecond hope ſhall ſpring | 
From, my dead loins and Agnes“ ſteril womb, 
To dry. our tears, and diſſipate deſpair, 

Ag. The laſt and moſt abandon'd of our kind, 
By heaven and earth neglected or deſpis'd !— 

The loathſome grave, that robb'd us of our ſon, 
And all our joys in bim, muſt be our refuge. 

To. Wil. Let ghoſts unpardon'e, or devoted fiends, 
Fear without hope, and wail in ſuch (ad trains; 
But grace defend the living from deſpair. 

The darkeſt hours precede the rifing ſun, 
And mercy may appear, when leaſt expected. 
Old Wil. This 1 have heard a thouſand times re- 
peated, 
And have, believing, been as oft deceiv'd. 

Yo. Mil. Behold in me an inſtance of it's truth. 
At ſea twice ſhipwreck'd, and as oft the prey 
Of lawleſs pirates; by the Arabs thrice | 
Sorpriz d, and robb'd on ſhore ; and once reduc'd 
To worſe than theſe, the ſum of al! diſtreſs 
That the moſt wr-tched feel on this fide hell, 

E'en ſlavery itſelf: Yet here I ſtand, 
Except one trouble that will quickly end, 
The happieſt of mankind. : 

Old Wil. A rare example 
Of fortune's caprice; apter to ſurprize 
Or entertain, than comfort or inſtru. 

If you wou'd res ſon from events, be juſt, 
And count, when you eſcap'd, how many perich's, 
And draw your inference thence. . 
Ag. Alas! who knows, 
But we were render'd childleſs by ſome ſtorm, 
In which you, tho' preſerv'd, might bear a part! 
Yo. Wil. How has my curiokty betray'd me 
Into ſuperfluous pain ! I faint with fondneſs ; 
And ſhall, if I ſtay longer, ruſh upon em, 
Proclaim myſelf their ſon, kiſs and embrace em, 
Till, with the exceſs of pleaſure and ſurprize, - 
Their ſouls tranſported, their frail manſions quit, 
And leave 'em breathleſs in my longing arms, 
By circumſtances, then, and flow degrees, 
They muſt be let into a happineſs 
Too great for them to bear at once, and live: 
That Charlot will perform. I need not reign 
To aſk an hour for reſt. | Afede.} Sir, I intreat 
The favour to retire, where for a while 
I may repoſe myſe:f. You will excuſe 
This freedom, and the trouble that I give you: 
Tis long fince I have ſlept, and nature calls. 
Od Wil. I pray, no more: Believe we're only 
troubled, 
That you ſhou'd think any exeuſe were needful. 
To. Wit. The weight of this to me is ſome in- 
cumbrance, 
[Takes a caſket out of bis boſem, and gives it to 
bis mother. 


34 Diſtrected as I am with various woes, 
n 


| beg that you wou'd-wake me. 
Ag. Doubt it not: 


I ſhall remember that. [Exit, 
Yo. Wil. Mercileſs grief ! 

What ravage has it made! how has it chang'd 
Her lovely form and mind! 1 feel her anguiſh, 
And dread I know not what from her deſpair. 

My father too—Q grant em patience, Heaven! 
A little longer, a few ſhort hours more, 

And all their cares, and mine, ſhall end for ever, 
How near is miſery and joy ally'd/! 


Nor eye nor thought can their extremes divide: 


To fate deſcending to reverſe our woe, 
Or blaſt our hopes, and all our joys o'erthrow. 


+ 4 — 
ACT IL. sCBNE I. 


[The Scene continues,] 
Enter Agnes alone, with the caſtet in ber band. 


FT HO ſhou'd this ſtranger be ?—— And jhea 
this caſket 

He ſays it is of value, and yet truſts it, 
As if a trifle, to a ſtranget's hand 
His confidence amazes me———Perhaps 


A moment's ſpace is long, and lightning flow, F 


It is not what he ſays ——1I'm ſtrongiy tempted 


To open it, and ſee No, let itreſt, 
Why ſhould my curioſity excite me, 
To ſearch and pry into th' affairs of others; 
Who have t employ my thoughts, ſo many cares 
And forrows of my own !-- With how much eaſe 
The ſpring gives way !——Surprizing! moſt pro- 

digious lon 
My eyes are dazzled, and my raviſh'd heart 
Leaps at the glorious fighr, How bright's the luſtre, 
How immenſe the worth, of theſe fair jewels 
Aye, ſuch a treaſure wou'd expel for ever 
Baſe poverty, and all it's abject train 
he mean devices we're reduc'd to uſe 
To keep out famine, and preſerve our lives 
From day today; the cold negleR of friends; 
Tne galling ſcorn, or more provoking pi 
Of an inſulting world-——Poſieſs'd of eto, 
Plenty, content, and power, might take their turn, 
And lofty pride bare it's aſpiring head 
At our approach, and once more bend before vs, 
—A pleaſing dream \-— Lis paſt; and now I wake. 
For ſure it was a happineſs to think, 
Tho" but a moment, ſuch a treaſure mine, 
Nay, it was more than thuught—1 ſaw and touch's 
The bright temptation, and | ſee it yet 
Tis here tis mine I have it in poſſeſſion 
Muſt I refign it? Muſt I give it back ? 
Am I in love with miſery and want 
To rob myſelf, and court ſo vaſt a loſs ?—— 
— Retain ic then—But how !--- There is a way--+ 
Why ſinks my heart! Why does my blood run cold! 
Why am I tarill'd with horror!---"Tis not choice, 
But dire neceſſity ſuggeſts the thought, 

Enter Old Wilmot. 

Old Wil. The mind contented, with how little 
The wand'ring ſenſes yield to ſoft repoſe, | pains 
And die to gain new lite !---He's fallen aſleep 
Already---Happy nan !--- What doſt thou think, 


And it's contents of value; If you pleaſe 


ray Agnes, of our unexpected gueſt ? 
He ſeems to mga youth of great humanitys 
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er he clog'd his eyes, that ſwam in tears, 

e wrung my hand, and preſs'd it to his lips; 

And with a look, that pierc'd me to the ſoul, 

Regg'd me to comfort thee: and doſt thou hear 
me 

What art thou gazing on ——Fle, tis n Well 

This esſket was 99 to you clos' d: 

Why have you open'd it? Sbou'd this be known, 

How mean muſt we appear! 

Ag. And who ſha'l know it? 

Old Wil. There isa kind of pride, a decent dignity 
Due to ourſelves; which, ſpite of our misfortunes, 
May be. maintain'd, and cheriſh'd to the laſt, 

To live without reproach, and without leave 
To quit the world, ſhes ſovereizn contempt, 


And noble ſcorn of i it's relentieſs malice, 


Hg.—Shews ſov*reign madneſs, and a ſcorn of 
ſenſe. 
Purſue no farther this deteſted theme: 
I will not die, I will not leave the world, 
For al} that you can urge, untii compell'd. 
Old Wil. To chace a ſhadow when the ſetting ſun 


Is darting his laſt rays, were juſt as wiſe 


As your anxiety for fleeting life, 
Now the laſt means for it's ſupport are failing : 
Were famine not as mortal as the ſword, 
This warmth might be excuſed-- But take thychoice: 
Die how you will, you ſhall not die alone. 

A; Nor live, I hope. 

Old Wil. There is no fear of that, 

a Then we'll live both. 

> Strange folly! Where the means ? 

There——thoſe j jewel 
a Wil. Ha Take heed—— 


Perhaps thou doſt but try me—yet take heed— 
| There's nought ſo monſtrous but the mind of man 


In ſome conditions may be brought t' approve ; 
Theft, ſacrilege, treaſon, and parricide, 

When flatt'ring opportuxity entic'd, 

Aud deſperation drove, have been committed 

By thoſe who once would tart to hear them nam'd. 
' Ap. And add to theſe deteſted ſuicide, 

Which, by a crime much leſs, we may avoid. 

Old Wil.-T\ inhoſpitable murderofourgueſt!— 
How cou d' ſt thou forma thought ſo very tempting, 
So advantageous, ſo ſecure, and ealy; 

And yet ſo cruel and ſo full of horror |! 
Ae. "Tis leſffimpiety, leſs againſt nature, 
To take another's life, than end our own. 
Old Wil. It is no mater whether this or that 
Be, in itſelf, the leſs or greater crime: 
'Howe'er we may deceive ourſelves or others, 
We act from inclination, not by rule, 
Or none could act amiſs ; and that all err, 
None but the conſcious bypocrite denies. 
—O ! what is man, his excellence and ſtrength, 
When in an hour of trial and deſertion, 
75 tes his nobleſt power, may be ſuborn'd 
o plead the cauſe of vile aſſaſſination 
«+ You're too ſevere : Reaſon may juſtly plead 
Fot her own preſervation, 
Old Wil, Reſt contentec : 
Whate'er reſiſtance I may ſeem to make, 
I] am betray'd within; my will's ſeduc'd, 
And my whole ſoul in/eQed. The defire 


Of life returns, and brings with it a train 
Of appetites.that rage to de ſupply'd. 
Whoever ſtands to parley with temptation, 
Does it to be o'ercome. 
Ag. Then oought remains, 
But the ſwift execution of a deed 


That is not to be thought on or delay d 
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TY 
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We muſt difpatch him ſleeping ; Shou'd he W 
Twere madneſs to attempt it. 

Old Wil. True, his ſtrength 
Single is more, much more, than ours united; 
So may his life, perhaps, as far exceed 
Ours in duration, ſhou'd he 'ſcape this ſnare, . 
Gen'rous, unhappy man! O! what cow'd move thee 
To put thy life and fortune in the hands 
Of wretches mad with anguiſh ! y 

Ag. By what means ?— 
By Fabbing, ſufocation, or by ſtrangling, 
Shall we effect his death? 

Old Wil. Why, what a fiend! 
How cruel, how remorſeleſs and impatient, 
Have pride and poverty made thee ? 

Ap. BRarbarous man |! 

Whoſe waſteful riots ruin'd our eſtate, 

And drove our ſan, ere the firſt dawn had TY 
His roſy cheeks, ſpite of my ſad preſages, 
Earneſt intreaties, agonies, and tears, 

To ſeek his bread mongſt ſtrangers, and to you 
In ſome remote, inhoſpitable land — 

The lovelieſt youth, in perſon and in mind, 
That ever crown'd a groaning mother's pains 


| Where was thy pity, where thy patience then? 


Thou cruel huſband! thou unnat'ral father! 
Thou moſt remorſeleſs, moſt ungrateful man, 
To waſte my fortune, rob me of my fon; 
To drive me to deſpair, and then reproach me 
For being what thou'ſt made me, 

Old Wil. Dry thy tears: 
I ought not to reproach thee. I confefs 
That thou haſt ſuffer'd much : So have we 1 
But chide no more: I m wrought up to thy purpoſe, 
The poor, ill-fated, unſuſpeRing victim, 
Ere hereclin'd him on the fatal couch, 
From which he's ne'er to riſe, took off the tam 
And coftly dagger which thou ſaw'ſt him wear, 
And thus, unthinking, furniſh'd us with arms 
Againſt himſelf. Which ſhall I uſe? | 

Ag. The (aſh: r 
If you make uſe of that, I can aſſiſt. 
O Wil. No, 
Tis adrcadful office, and 11! ſpare i? / 
Thy trembling hands the guilt, Steal to the door, 
And bring me word, if he be till aſleep. [Ex. Ag- 
Or I'm deceiv'd, or he pronounc'd himſelf _. 
The happieſt of mankind, Deluded wretch ! 
Thy thoughts are periſhing, thy youthful joys, . 
Touch'sd by the icy hand of griſly death, 
Are with'ting in their bloom But thought 
extinguiſh'd, 


He'll never know the loſs, nor feel the bitter 


Pangs of ciſappointment—Then 1 was wrong 
In counting him a wretch: To die well pleas'd, 
Is all the happieſt of mankind can hope for 

To be a wretch, is to ſurvise the loſs 

Of every joy, and even hope itſelf, 

As | have done Why do I mourn him theg! 
For, by the anguiſh of my tortur'd ſoul, 

He's to be envy'd, if compar'd with me, 

Enter Agnes with Young Wilmot” $ daggers 


Ag. The ftranger * 


Sleeps at preſent; but ſo reſtleſs 
His ſlumbers ſeem, they can't continue long. 
Come,come,diſpatch---Heze, I've ſecur'd his dagger. 
Old Wil. O Agnes! Agnes! if there be a hells 
"tis juſt 
We ſhou'd expect it. 
[Goes te take the dagger, but letiirfall. 
Ag. Nay, for ſhame, ſhake off this panick and 
be more yourſelf, p 
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Old Wil. What's to be dor 
determin'd ? 
Ky Ag. You're quite diſmay'd Fea do . 
he deed myſelf. akes up the dagger. 
' Old Wil. Give me the fatal ſteel. 7 
»Tis but a ſingle murder, 


ee, and deſpair, 


e mouths of that true Cerberus, 
Grim poverty, demand: they ſhall be ſtopp d. 
Ambition, perſecution, and revenge 
Devour their millions daily z: and ſhall 1 
But follow me, and ſee how little cauſe | 
You had to think there was the leaſt remains 
Of manhood, pity, mercy, or remorſe, 

Left'in this (avage breaſt. | Going the wrong way 

Ag. Where do you go ? 

The ſtreet is that way. 
Old Wil. True II had forgot. 
47 Quite, quite confounded! 
Old Wil. Well, I recover. 
— all find the ways 
Ap. O toftly ! ſoftly ! 
The leaſt noiſe undoes us. 

— $7711 1 fear him; 
No; now he ſeems determin'd—O! that pauſe, 
That cowardly pauſe !-—His reſolution fails 
*Tis wiſely done to lift your eyes to Heaven; 
When did you pray þefore! I have no patience— 
How he ſuryeys him! What a look was there ! — 
How full of anguiſh, pity, and remorſe 
»» He'll never do it—Strike, or give it oe 
o, he recovers —Rut that trembling arm 
May miſs it's aim; and if he fails, we're loſt 
"Tis done—O no! he lives, he ſtruggles yet. 

. Vi O father ! father! [ In another room. 

„Quick, repeat the blow, 
What power ſhall I invoke to aid thee, Wilmot ? 
vet hold thyhand=Inconſtant, wretched woman! 
What ! doth my heart recoil, and bleed with him 
Wuoſe murder it contriv'd! O Wilmot ! Wilmot | 
Enter Charlot, Maria, Euſtace, Ranqal, and others. 
© Char. What ſtrange neglet! The doors are all 
onbarr'd, 
And not a living creature to be ſeen ! 58 
Enter Old Wil mot and Agne. 

Clar- Sir, we are come to give and to 
A thouſapd greetings—Ha! what can this mean! 
Why do you look with ſuch amazement on us! 
Are theſe your tranſports for your ſon's return ? 
Where is my Wilmot!— Has he not been here? 
Wou'd he defer your happineſs fo long, 

Or cou'd a habit ſo diſguiſe your ſon, 
That you refug'd to own him? 
Ag. Heard you that ? 


[Exit 


© Whac prodigy of horror is diſcloſing, 


To render murder venial ?. 
Old Wil. Pr'ythee, peace: | 
The miſerable dama'd ſuſpend their howling, 
Apd the ſwift orbs are fixt in deep attention. 
To. Wil. [Groans] Oh! oh! ob! [room. 
Ea. Sure that deep groan came from the inner 
Rand. It did; and ſeem'd the voice of one ex- 
© piring. 
Merciful Heaven! where will theſe terrors end? 
That is the dagger my young maſter wore 3 | 
And ſee, his father's hands are ſtain'd with blood, 
_ [ Yo. Wilmot greags again. 
Ei. Aribther groan ! Why do we ftand to gaze 
On theſe dumb phantoms of * and horror 
Let us ſearch farther : Randal, ſhew the way. 
Char. This is the third time thoſe fantaſtick forms 


Have f-rc'd themſelves upon my mental eyes, 


Say! canſt 


CURIOSITY. 


? On what had we | And ſleeping gave me more than waking pains; 


O you eternal pow'rs! if all your merey 
To wretched mortals be not quite extinguiſh'd, 
And terrors only guard your awful thrones, 
Remove this dreadful viſion—Let me wake, 
Or ſleep the ſleep of death. f 

[ Exeunt Charlot, Maria, Evftace, Randal, & c.] 

O. Wil. Sleep thoſe who may ; 

I know my lot is endleſs perturbation. 

Ag. Let I fe forſake the earth, and light the ſun, 
And degth and darkneſs bury in oblivion 
Mankind and all their deeds, that no poſterity 
May ever riſe to hear our horrid tale, 

Or view the grave of ſuch deteſted parricides. 

Od Wil. Curſes and deprecations are in vain : 
The ſun will ſhine, and all things have their courſe, 
When we, the curſe and burden of the earth, 
Shall be abſorb'd, and mingled with it's duſf. 
Our guilt and deſolation muſt be told, 

From age to age, to teach deſponding mortals, 
How far beyond the reach of human thought 
Heaven, when incens'd, can puniſh—die thou firft, 
[ Stabs Agnes, 


I dare not truft thy weakneſs, 
Ap. Ever kind, 
But moſt in this. 
Old Mil. I will not long ſurvive thee. 
4+ Do not accule thy erring mother, Wilmot! 
Wich too much rigour when we meet above. 
Rivers of tears, and ages ſpent in howling, 
Cou'sd ne'er expreſs the anguiſh of my heart. 
To give thee life for life, and blood for blood, 
Is not enough. Had I ten thouſand lives, 
I'd give them all to ſpeak my penitence 
Deep and fincere, and equal tomy crime. [ Digs. 


Enter Charlot, led by Maria, axd Randal, Euſtace, 
ba v and the reft. 

Char. Welcome, deſpair! I'll never hope again 
Why have you forc'd me from my Wilmot's fade ? 
Let me retarn—unhand me—Let me die. | 
Patience, that till thiz moment ne'er forſook me, 
Has took her flight, and my abagdon'd mind, 
Rebelllous to a lot ſo void of mercy, 
So unexpected, rages unto madneſs, 
—  O thou! who know'ft our tr: z who know'? 

theſe woes 
Are more than human fortitude-can bear, | 
O! take me, take me hence, ere ] relapſe ; 
And in diſtraction, with unhallow'd tongue, 
Again artaign your mere [ Faints, 
Euft, Unhappy maid ! This ſtrange event my 


: fireng 


Can ſcarce ſupport; no wonder thine ſhou'd fail. 
— How thall 1 vent my grief? O Wilmot! Wilmot! 
Thou trueſt lover, and thou beſt of friends, 
Are theſe the fruits of all thy anxious cares 
For thy ungrateful parents Cruel fiends! 
To uſe thee thus To recompenſe with death 
Thy moſt unequal'd duty and affection 
Oi Wil. What whining fool art thou, who 
would'ſ uſurp | 1 
My 2 right of grief ? - Was he thy ſon! 
ou ſhew thy hands reeking with blood, 
That flow'd, thro“ purer channels, from thy loins ? 
Euft. „ omg it Heaven! that I ſhould know ſuch 
guilt : 
Yet his ſad fate demands commiſeration. 
Old Wil. Compute the ſands that bound the ſpa - 
| cious ocean, 
And ſwell their number with a ſingle grain; 


| increaſe the noiſe of thunder with thy voice; 


(es 


Or, when the raging wind lays nature 
Aſſiſt the tempeſt with thy feeble breath; 
Add water to the ſea, and fire to Ætna; 
But name not thy faint ſorrow with the anguiſh 
Of a curſt wretch who only hopes from this 
Stabbing bimſelf. 
To change the ſcene, but not relieve his pain. 
Rand A dreadful inſtance of the laſt remorſe ! 
May all your woes end here 
Old Wil. O would they end 
A thouſand ages hence, I then ſhould ſuffer 
Much leſs than I deſerve. Yet let me ſay, 
You'll do but juſtice to inform the world, 
This horrid deed, that puniſhes itſelf, 


* 
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Was not intended as he our ſon; 
For that we knew not, till it was too late. 
Proud and impatient under our affli tions, 


| While Heaven was labouring to make us happy, 


We brought this dreadful ruin on ourſelves, 
Mankind may learn——but-—oh 
Rand. The moſt will not. 208 
Let us atleaſt be wiſer; , nor complain” * 
Of Heaven's myſterious ways, and awfal reign : 
By our bold cenſures we invade his throne 
Who made mankind, and governs but his own, 
Tho' youthful Wilmot's ſun be ſ-t ere noon, 
The ripe in virtue never die too ſoon. 


Dies. 


[Exeunt amn. 


